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All you that cry 0 hone! O hone!

corns now and sing 0 "Lord! with me,
For why? Our jewel is from MS gone s

the valiant Knight of Chivalry.

They would have murdered the hangman as he returned from
executing Essex If the sheriffs had not rescued him in time. In
alehouses and elsewhere their tongues gave vent to hatred of the
Earl's opponents, and popular poets busied themselves with
lampoons:

LJttle Cecil trips up and down^

He rules both Court and Crown,

With his 'Brother Burghley Clown,

In his great fox-furred gown;

With the long proclamation

He swore he saved the Town.

Is it not likely?

Raleigh doth time bestride,
He sits twixt wind and tide.
Yet up hill he cannot ride,,
For all his bloody pride*
H<? seeks taxes in the tin,
He polk the poor to the skin,
Yet he swears *tis no sin.
Lord for thy pity!

It must have been during these weeks of unrest, if, indeed,
it was not in the period between the rising and the Earl's exe-
cution - the date 9 October 1601, ascribed to the letter in ques-
tion, being incredible - that Sir John Harington paid a brief
visit to Court, a most imprudent journey, since Essex's fol-
lowers had been thronging to town to answer their leader's call,
and Harington himself bore the mark of the beast in his Irish
knighthood. Elizabeth was obviously suspicious of his motive
in coming: If ill counsel, she told him, had brought him so far
from home, 'she wished Heaven might mar that fortune which
she had mended.* Noticing him still about Court a few weeks
later, she sent a sharp message by the Lord Treasurer: 'Go tell
that witty fellow, my godson, to get home; it Is no season now